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SCEN E, 42 Garden. 


Amyand reading. 


ROM Books in vain to find Relief I try, 
[Throws the Book away; 
The Pangs we feel from Love, Repoſe deny ; 
Where'er | go, a Stranger ſtill to Reſt ! 
This Woman reigns triumphant in my Breaſt. 


: A I X. 
When Delia's lovely Form I ſee, 
How faint. each Object elſe to me; 
Her cbnſcious Look, exul;ing Heart, 
At once combine, 
To tell her Conqueſt over mine : 
But when prepar'd my Flame to tell, 
Her Frowns my Hopes diſpel, - 
My falt'ring Tongue no longer moves. 
Pity the Heart that hopeleſs loves! 


A 2 During 
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- During ths latter Part of the Song, enter Read ſo 


READY. 


He's in a fine Quandary ſtill but mom 3 [Afide. 
When Maſter has more Wit; he'll then have ſome. 


AMYAND, 0 himſelf. 


But not alone inflexible to me ; 
With all the Sex ſhe ſhuns Society. 
'The Paſſion idly. calls a Foe to Pere. 


READY. 


And juſtly call'd fo ; *tis a rank Diſeaſe, 
And Phyfic ſhou'd be given ; true, but how? 
The Quomodo lies there—T have it now. 


AMYAN D. 
| What' s that you mutter, Sir ? 


3 R E A D v. 


if | My noble Maſter, 

Tm touch'd to ſee you in this ſad Diſaſter. 

/ In Cupid's Go-cart daily whirl'd about ; 

= Feel brave, dear Sir ! and boldly fight it out. 
9 ö Follow the Plan which I to you addreſs, - 

ll pledge my Manhood, "twill enſure Succeſs. 
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AMYAND. 


4 Tis ſome what ſaucy, ſure, my humble F riend, 
Jo more Wit than your Maſter to pretend; 

But ſay, Sir Nimble-tongue, without Dif] viſe, | 
What * conceited Noddle A N adviſe 


a1 Xx 
READY. a 
A young and beauteous Shepherdeſs V courted b 


a Swain, 
Whoſe Love deferv'd a wy nd hen, 11 met witl 
cold Diſdain; 


dy. 


Afde. 
ome. 
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In various Forms he woo'd the Fair, he ſigh'd, he 
ly'd, he ſwore, | 

Addreft her like a Deity, cho human ſhape ſhe 
wore. 


'The Maid remain d inflexible, and baffled all his 


Skill, 
Mis Love repuls'd, he till attack d, but cou'd not 
| gain his Will. 


'T in ee. wiſer grown, he plays a different 
art 

Affe cted Mirth and Gaiety, and well conceal'd Love's 
Smart 

Her fighting flighted, ſcorning ſcorn'd, diſdaining he 

| diſdain'd, 

Her Pride ſubdu d, and o er her Heart an eaſy Con- 
queſt gain d. 

The Maid grew kind, the Swain grew kind, the Maid 
grew kinder ſtill; 


Love 8 her to. ſurrender z the Shepherd had his 
ill, 


"AMYAND, 
Faith, Ready, I confeſs you an Apollo; 


I like the Thought, and yout Advice will follow. | 
Enter Sir Rowland, meeting Selyyn. 
Good-morrow, Sir, of us have you enquit d& 


SIR ROWLAND. 


I have—and find ye both—what I deſir'd, 
With Virtues equal to your outward Shew, . 


AMYAND. 


And fo far fit to match your Daughter to: 


SIR ROW LAN O. 
My Niece is worth your Notice too, my Boys. 
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And of the Lip too, Vir RAR 
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AMYAND. 


A pleaſant Lady— 


SIR ROWLAN D. 
Well her Time : 


AMY A ND. 
Lively and young— 


SIR ROWLAND. 


5 ripe for your Propoſal, 
But 'tis my Daughter claims my firſt Diſpoſal. 


AMYAND. 


By what I hear 

Of Delia's Sentiments, alas, I fear 

Each fond Purſuit to gain the lovely Fair 
Will end in her Diſpleaſute, our Deſpair, 


SIR ROWLAND. 


A coward Cur !—This Talk is mi hty, fine! 
But making Love's your Buſineſs, Sir, not mine. 
You pay the Piper. All my Part in this Dance, 


ls but to hear the Muſic at a wy a 


AMYAND. 


| The Smack of the Whip, you love 1— 


SELVYN. 
So I reckon, | | 5 | 


SIR ROWLAND. 


There you're miſtaken. 
My Hobby-horſe well broke, is my moſt humble, 
If more ambitious, [—might get a Tumble. 


AIR 
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Were I but young again, . 
Fd ne'et be melancholy, Boys, 
Or fooliſhly complain 
Of Sorrow, Care, and Pain. 
For Days miſpent, 
My preſent Bliſs, no Diſcontent 
Shou'd e'er annoy: 
For well I know. 
The Way our Gratitude to ſhew, 
Is to enjoy. IExeunt. 


Enter Delia and Harriet. 


HARRIE T. ? 


No longer, Delia, try with vain Perſuaſion, 
Io countera® the End of our Creation. 


Can the Secluſion of a few, my dear, 
Produce the Interruption which you fear ? 


| HARRIE T. 
Born for Society, tis my Opinion, 
Love over female Minds ſhould hold Dominion. 
What you're advancing, ſhou'd our Dames come inte, 
Society it ſoon- wou'd put an End to. 


5 A IN 


I'll no Nunnery, 
That's mere Mummery, 
Whims, Whims, that the Wiſe diſdain. 
After Sentence, = 
No Repentance 
Can your Freedom reſtore again. 
Then ah, well-a-day | 
| You for Liberty, 
Liberty, ſigh in vain. £4 
Len — 4 DELIA. 
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DELIA. 
I am reſoly'd-. | | 
HARRIE T. 
Young Amyand ſtill adores you. 
DELIA. 
Selvyn and he this Morning are expected. 
HARRIE T. 


Take Warning then the firſt by you rejected 
III flop my Affection on ;—and if ſhe flies out, 
Fil ne'er reſtore him tho' ſhe cries her Eyes 


our” *”: [A/ide. 


1 


Enter Sir Rowland, Amyand, and Selvyn. 


il SIR ROWLAND. 

1 Here are two clever Fellows ! Take your Choice, 
75 Dear Daughtet— for in this I'll have no Voice. 
But this I do inſiſt upon you'll marry. 


HARRTIET. 
And if in this Reſolve you ſhou'd miſcarry— 


SIR ROWLAND. 


4328 Il marry then myſelf—or give my Treaſure 
£17 To build an Hoſpital. | 


by | HARRIET. 
114 Repent at Leiſure. 


418 SIR ROWLAND. 


And if I ſhou'd, in Fit of Melancholy, 
I hang myſelf hereafter for the Folly. 


HARRIE TI. 
Delia, ſweet Coz, obey. Come, don't be fretful. 


SIR 
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SIR ROW LAND. 
Harriet, of thee, my Girl, I'm not forgetful. 


„„ $3 EA | 
Excuſe me, Sir, I cannot ehange Condition. 


RAA NN 


T thank you, Sir; for know, tis my Petition, 
You wou'd provide a Huſband for your Niece- 
I thiok of nothing elſe. Hide] Soon as you pleaſe, 


SIR ROWLAN D. 


A Huſband, Girl! why you deſerve a dozen. 
Give me a Buſs,—and now go coax your 


"£3 


A Daughter untoward, 
A Wife that is froward, 
A Houle that is buried in Smoke ; 
To Men when declining, 
Wich all their refining, - 
Are Matters their Tempers provoke. 


My Girl, your Good Humour, 
With Delia will do more, | 
Than all I can urge when ſhe's croſs; 
In Coaxing or Funning. 
Contrivance or Cunning, 


: | 


Vou Women are ne'er at a-Loſs. [Exie, 
| AMYAND. 
Shall I not, Madam, one kind Look diſcover, 
| DELIA. 


Do not preſume, becauſe you are my Lover, 
Obedience tow'rds a Parent to expect. 
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 _HARRIET:. 
In favour of a Man ſhe might reject. 


AMYAND. 


Baniſh the Thought; I only hope to find. 
As I ſhall prove deſerviog—you'll be kind. 


A I. N. 


D E L IA. 


Love's the Bane of female Glory, 
Friendſhip' all we dare beſtow ; 
She who would be fam'd in Story, 
M.uſt at Diſtance keep the Foe : 
But the Fair who once ſurrenders. 
By a Gale of Paſſion blown, 
To the Hands of weak Defenders, 
Yields the Glory once her own. 


SELVYN. 


Be ſtill that Glory yours, and here I ſwear, 
Still to adore you ſhall be all my Care. 


AMYAND. 


So fond! Pl try what Ready did ſuggeſt, 


And play a Game my Boſom muſt deteſt. 
Hypocriſy aſſiſt! [Afde ] Why ſo romantic, 


[Exit. 


Sekoyn? Your Love has render'd you quite frantic. 
> 


Of Delia's Maxim I approve, 
Henceforth to bid adieu to Love. 


e. 


Daria. Love's ſweet Careſſes, 


The Fair poſſeſſes, 
Surrounded by Suitors, 


DeLta 


0. 
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DzLIX. But Pleaſures leave her, 
And hopes deceive her, 
Soon after contracting 
AMYAND. _., Tv ſerve and obey. 
DeLia.:; The humble Lover, 
„„ Tyrant, Royer, | 
And makes it his Study our Sex to 35 
tray. 
AMyYanD. And a of it his Study * Sex to be- 
tray. 
Too bon ye relent; 
Deria. Too ſoon we conſent ; 
AmyanD. Too ſoon ye ſurrender, too late ye 
repent. | 
DzLia. Too foon we ſurrender, too late we. 
repent. 2 


A MYAN D. 


A good Alliance firſt did inſtigate 

My Mind to think upon the Marriage State 

But as for loving—l defy. 

The Sex united, would they try 

Their utmoſt Force, to bring me to that paſs 

If this don't mortify her Im an Aſs ; a 
And Ready will be cudgell d. IA. 


SELVYN. 


Boaſted Indifference ! but think not hence 
That Delia's — have loſt theit Influence. 


[To Ber 
# DELIA.. : 
I am unalterable,, © 
Ns Ie: <q 
SELVYN. 


Can Delia's Heart be fo ſevere, 
Whoſe Looks are ſo divine * '- «© 
Can any Scorn with her's compare, 
Ot any Love with mine? 


Enter 


% 
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Enter Harriet, 


J RAR | wed 
Y! How like a Weathercock's a Woman's Mind?! 
Now ſullen, lively, cruel, and now kind. 

But ne er deſpond, the Weather may grow warmer, 

It can't remain all Day in the cold Corner. 
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| 8 
Paſt all human bearing 
ls the Maid who laughs at Love; 

Sighing and deſpairing 

Never will the Vixen move. 4. 
If you mean to gain her, 

In her fav'rite Follies join; 
Humour, not reſtrain her, 


That's the Way to make her thine. 


> 4 


He who hopes to pleaſe us, 
He muſt every Method try; 
PFlatter, never teaſe us, | 
Often laugh, and ſeem to cry. 
When we try to ſhun ye, öN 
You purſue, we fly in vain; 
Denials are but Trials 
Of the Heart we hope to gain. 
4 [Exit with Delia. 


So obſtinate ! Farewel: Amyand, I ſee, 
With her ſo litttle Chance—l yield to thee. 
In Harriet's AſpeQ ſuch good Humour's ſeen, 
The Title- page I'll truſt for what's within. 
AMY AN p, 
What's your Reſolve? 15 
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S BLV TN. 
| Hence Harriet Tl purſue. 


AMYAND. 
Succeſs be your Reward. 

SELVYN. 4 
ner, Amand, adieu. | [Exit 
Ti © AMYAND. 

O ſweet Revenge !—Cou'd I but alter too! 


A I R. 


How weak is the Heart 
To be fond of its Smart ! 
How filly to ſeek its own Ruin ! 
But two ſuch fine Eyes 
Would make Fools of the Wiſe, 
And flatter them to their undoing. 


Enter Ready. 
I brav'd it manfully, till Delia flew. 


KEADY” 
I hope *twill anſwer. 


AMYAND. „ 
If it ſhou'd not do, | 
5 I'll hang myſelf, and poiſon you. [Exits 
READY. 
My Wit, (plague on't) has got me in this Sctape: 
Tf it ſhould fall, and he ſhou d cut my Then 
I ſhan't forgive myſelf—l'm in the Boat, | 


And come what will, I muſt endure the Squall, - 
—_—_ 1 Shoals, Quickſands, and the Devil 
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If true what they ſay, each Dog has his Day ; 
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Al ne'er ſubmit * 
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Invention, aſſiſt a dull Puppy, I pray; 
My Credit's at Stake; then do not forſake, | 
Kind Fortune, a Lad wha'll the Favour repay. 


Tho bad as the beſt, give the Devil his due, 


I've been to my Maſter both ſteady and true; 


But bold like the Monkey, ihe higher he climbs, 


Ambition too great is the worſt of my Crimes. 


Deluded by that, if my Management's croſt, 
New Tricks ſhall retrieve what my Vanity loſt ; 
T'it whip, ſpur, and gailop, thro' thick, and thro” 
thin, Ws | * 
And this Way get out of the Scrape T've got in. 
[Exit. 


1 


Enter Delia, meeting Harriet. 


DELIA. 


Harriet, 1 cannot gueſs what is the Matter; 
But here about my Heart is ſuch a Clatter! 


| HARRIET. 
Amyand's Inſenſiblity? _ 
DE LI A. 


| Ah, no! 
It can't be that which mortifies me ſo. . [Ad. 


H ARRI E T. 


She'll play about the Flame until ſhe burns. 


DEL IA. 


—— ———— — — 


Ade. 


Wide. 
K- 
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HARRIE T. 
7 Yes, all muſt love by Turns. 


DELTA. 


With ſuch Indiff'rence, to inſult my Power, 
TROL. me quite off my Guard—Then from this 
: Our, 


To conquer this proud Hero, I' begin. 


HARRIET. 


O yes, ſhe has it—fairly taken in. [Afde. 
*Twou'd be a Satisfaction, there's no Doubt. 

But how to bring this ſweet Revenge about ? 

That, that's the Queſtion. | 


DELIA. 
This Night, you know, 
Our Village Wake we hold upon the Green. 
HARRIET. 
Proceed. 


DELIA. 
Firſt, Amyand for my Partner I'll ſecure. 


HARRIET. 


Bravo! but how of that can you be ſure 
The Choice is accidental. | 
The Method is, each Man a Ribband chuſes, 
And ſhe, who the ſame Colour then produces, 
His Partner is declat'd. 


DE LIA. 


Y To make it ſure, | 
Ribbands of every Colour I'll procure; [Eagerly. 
And when I have him, by the Power of Beauty, | 
Pl bring him to a thorough Senſe of Duty. 


H A R- 
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HARRIET. 


'Tis pleaſant Miſchief. 


D E F. 
Man uſurping ev'ry Power, 
Art is Woman's oy Rata 
By whoſe Aid, tho' Men complain, 
We boldly will our Rights maintain. - 
Ye Maids, while ye unmarried live, 
Stand forward for Prerogative. 


Shall then a Huſband dare preſume 
A mock Diſtinction to aſſume ; 
While we Women wear at will, 
Smiles to cure, and Frowns to kill. 
Loet married Dames then while they live, 
Stand forward for Prerogative. [Exeunt. 
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A N N. 
SCENE, à Green and Country Vale. 


Delia, Harriet, Amyand, Selvyn, Sir Ron land,. 
and Country Lads and / ofjes. 
3 Sir Rowland in the Center. 


SIR ROWLAND. 


68 chuſe your Partners, and haſten to the- 
Buſineſs of the Day. | 
[Here Ribbands- are cheſen. 


A 1: 


A LASS: 


*Mong Lords and fine Ladies we're told, 
Affections are barter'd for Gold; 

But here in a Cot,. 

So bleſt is our Lot, 
Our Paſſions by Truth are controul'd. 


„ 


Young Health, with a Laugh in his Face, 

y_ up from ſoft Slumber s Embrace, 
nd Joy ſounds a Horn, 

.- . To ſalute the glad Morn, 

And direct the Purluit of the Chace. 


B Lasss- . 


2 
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Lass. No 1 Allurements invite, 6 PER 
Lap. No Rancour diſturbs our Delight, 


LASS. Of Envy the Pains, 


Lap. No Boſom complains, 
Born. And we fleep with Contentment at Night · 


Delia and e come 3 ing 
D E L I A. 


Were any Woman ſo unfottunate 
With you to be enamour'd 
Cou'd you the tender Paſſion long reſi 47 


And in your barbarous Prejudice perſiſt? 


AMYAND:- // 
Moſt ſtedfaſtly. Have I not Reaſon ample, 
You taught me fiſt——1 follow your Example. 


DELIA. 


What, me! A Woman, changing with the Weather ! 
Not knowing our own Minds a Day together! 
Welt then—ſuppoſe it to be De/ia's Caſe. 


HARRIE T. 
Ah! Is it ſo?—I read it in her Face. [A/ide. 


AMYAND. 


Were it your Caſe, I ſhou'd perſiſt the more, b 
Deſpiſe your weak Reſolves, my own adore. 


DE LIA. 
Does he inſult me ? Bare-fac'd Infolence ! 


SIR ROWLAND. 


Be merry, Girls—away each dull Pretence; 
Long Courtſhip is as tedious as long Giaces, 
| Where Dinner cools before you take your Places. 


1K 
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GED A. 1 Me" 
Come let's be airy, let's be merry, 
It is a Folly to be fad ; 
For, ſince the World is quite run mad, 
Why alone ſhou'd we be wiſe, 
And like dull Fools, 
Gaze on other Men's Joys? 


If you have leizure, follow Pleaſure, 
t not an Hour of Bliſs paſs bB; 
For as the ſtealing Minutes fly, 
We ourſelves, like Time, decay: 
Then ftrive to live, 
And be bleſt while you may. 


A Dance of V illagers, Y 


During the Dance, Delia and Amyand make Lowe in 
Dumb Shew ; Harriet and Selvyn likewiſe. 


Enter Ready, like a Gypſey female Pedlar. 


SIR ROWLAN D. 
So, Gypſey, are you come to take a Skip too? 


R E A D FV. 
Kind Sir, my Curioſity's on Tip-toe, | | 
To ſhare your Paſtime. Hereabouts I've ho- 


ver'd - [Afde. 
To know th' Event, before I am diſcover' d. 
Now hit or miſs, I'll try my beſt Endeavour, | 
In this Diſguiſe to win my Maſter's Favour. 


A IX. 
Of this wide World, a Citizen, I travel far and near; 
1 Ribbands fell, J Fortunes tell, yet nought but 
Truth declare : 2 
B 2 Vour 
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Your Luck to try, my Wares to buy, come open 
wide your Purſe, 

I'll tell all three, who'll married bes and who'll do 
ſomething worſe, [him. 


[Addreſſing bimſelf to the three Laſſes who come round 


Faint Hegrt ne'er won fair Lady, Sir, and now the 
Vasa, out, [To Amyand. 
No long 
abqut:; 


play the Hypocrite, but to the Right 
I know the Stars, I know. the Stars, then hear what 
they decree, ' 
To her you love all Gitls ma a Huſband you 
mall be. 


The vain Chimera i in your head, the Deſtinies de- 
ride, [To Delia. 
Fair Wes muſt buckle too, your Folly lay 
aſide 
1 the Stark I know the Stars, then hear what 
they decree, 


To him you love all Men above, a Bride you ſoon 


ſhall be. 


AMY Ana" 
Abou! this Beldam there is ſomething ſtrange. 


| DELIA. 
Her Language ſure has work'd in me a Change; 


AMYAND. 
It muſt be ſo—Nolonger II! diſſemble ; 
Delia, tweet Maid—- 


+ © + % '# & 
Oh, Heavens, how I tremble ! 


Sell uorelenting ? 1 


\, 


— 


THE WEATHERCOCK:' at © 
DE L LA. 


Ah! What's this 1 feel? 1310 


Nay, flutter on, Impertinent -I care not. 


AMY AND. 


I wiſh to make Confeſſion now, bnt dare not. 


SIR ROW LAND. 


Daughter, I'm angry at this long Delay; 


Py fix'd To-morrow for your Wedding Day. 


DELIA. 


Amyaud is much too proud to be enſlav'd, 


And will not run the Riſk of a Denial. [Scornfully. 
$ | | Ws 


3 
> 2 a 


AMY AND. 
Delia's too proud to put me to the Trial. 


DEL 14 


of JED 


| A I R 
The Feelings of a love-ſick Heart 
To hide, in vaia I try ; 
In vain I truſt the Maſk of Art, 
Where Nature prompts the Sigh, 


Eeach diſtant Action ſerves to bear 
Some Token from the Mind; 
And Silence whiſpers to my Fair, 
A Truth my Tongue declin'd. 


r 


Can I believe the Truth of this ſad Ditty ? _ 
If I conſent, 'tis out of downright Pity. 


AMYAND; 


* 9 = Y : * * " by 


Thy honeſt 2 knows no Hypocricy. 


22 THE WEATHERCOCK. 


AMYAND. 
Do but conſent, on what Account care not. 


DELIA. 


| Here, take my Hand, and of my Heart deſpair not. 


PE . | 
When Love once takes Poſſeſſion 
Of a young and yielding Breaſt, 
The force of Prepoſſeſſion, 
O'er Reaſon ſtands confeſt. 


If you woo her, you ſubdue her, 
All Reſiſtance is in vain ; 

If you leave her, you deceive her,. 
And ſhe ne'er knows Peace again. 


EAAKERIET. 


So, ſhe's diſpos'd of: Now what chance for me? 


SE L V Y N. gi... 


wo? 
4 


You ſtaid to ſee how Delia wou'd incline, 
As ſhe's determin d, now I claim you mine. 


” Up 2 OP 


Can a Joy on Earth be greater · 
To a Lover's fond Alarms ? ; 
Can my Wiſhes be compleater, | 
Than to fold thee in my Arms ? 


My Mind with Joy confeſſes, 
They Conquett fairly won; 
Enlighten'd by thy Graces, E” 
As Cynthia by the Sun. 3 


= SELVY N: 


My lovely Harriet, you inherit ; 
All your F ather's Mirth and Spirit. 


AIR 


| 
| 


- . 
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1 H ARRI E T. 
Hold, hold, Sir, look before you leap, 

And ſee which Way's the Wind, Sir; 
My own Conſent J ought to get, 

Before I ſpeak my Mind, Sir. | 
While 1 without Diſguiſe, 
Averſion o a Cloiſter; | 
Shal! i be taken by Surprize, 

And ſnapt up like an Oyſter ? 


But let me not too rigid be, 
Contendiag til} for Pow'r; 
Let's inte:miugle ſome Degree, 

Of Swe-t among the Sour. [Pauſing, 
It ſeems a Huſband I muſt chuſe, 
My Uncle does inſiſt on't ; 
If we muſt tic the Wedding Nooſe, 
Why e'en let's make the beſt oo 
SIR ROWLAND. 


Well, Girls ſince each have got a worthy Lover, 
Get married ſoon, and now my Cares are over, 


READY. 
And ſo are mine. Throwing off his Diſguiſe 
A- 1. e 
Ready in Maſquerade ? 


| READY. 
Tt now lay down the Fortune-telling Trade. 


A IN 
Reap, Now your Hopes and Fears are ended, 
Who delerves, ſhould be commended? 
While your Honour I attended, 
I was faithful, true and juſt, . 


When 


8 
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| + When you work d 1 own undoing, 
REY J inſtill'd the Art Wooing, 
16 My Advice, then Ladies truſt, 
| Yield i in Time, fubmit you maſt, 


Ar. Since my Delia has relented, - 
* And to crown my Hopes conſented, 
Every future Wiſh prevented, | 
I am bleft beyond compare: zh 
Dal. Woman's Whims muſt have their Seaſon, 
11 But reduc'd by you to Reaſon, 
| 1 5 Fil my Gratitude declare, 
8 


— 


— 


And a weak Defence forbear, 


$zLvo While my Harriet's king and wa, 
I'm too bleſt to think of roving, 
* Heart-felt Raptures daily proving, 
Happineſs is found at Home. 
Hax. Yowlib be conſtant, while you like me, 
But when newer Faces ſtrike ye, 
You'll relapſe like other Men, 
And repent, che Lord knows when. 


| N Sic. Row. Tis the Language thro” the In 
- "Order and Subordination, 
Should (without Prevarication) 
Still ſubſiſt 'twixt Man and Wife ;. 
But whatever yo ＋ ur Condition, 
Be but mutual your Submiſſion, 
*Twill procure ye yoid of Strife,. 
© © Quiet, anda 4 * Lite. 
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